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abroad ; for no fate is more undignified than to be ushered
into the Hereafter as a misprint.) Somewhere along that
wild descent a streak of lorries passed us. A few more skids
tore at our vitals; the trees came slowly to a reasonable
level; and we were comfortably navigating the uneventful
plain, where the Santos river winds through the scent of
burning coffee to the sea. We wiped our eyes and counted
one another and felt exceedingly unwell, since it is far from
wholesome to drop two thousand five hundred feet in some-
thing under ten minutes. Even the Valkyrie must have had
their weaker moments, when they wished that they had
chosen some more sedentary occupation.
8, River Plate
The rain fell steadily outside the Yacht Club. But that
did not make much difference, as the Yacht Club was sur-
rounded by water on three sides already. So we lunched
happily inside and watched the deluge streaming clown the
glass, as the rain drove in steadily from the River Plate
and swept on to blur the outlines of the liners in the North
Basin. The talk was more vociferous than usual; for some-
thing was impending, and (like most events in new countries)
it was to be quite without precedent. Besides, the great
event, if it materialised, would be peculiarly the Yacht
Club's. So we talked louder than ever, as lunch circulated
in that happy glass-house and the water-front of Buenos
Aires melted into the driving rain.
A little after four, as lunch was dying down, a sense of
imminent events began to creep abroad; and the company
was torn by doubts as to the best place to see them from.
There were two schools of thought—the Viking, which
believed that they would happen in the rain outside and
struggled bravely out of the big windows on to the terrace,
and the Capuan, who were more numerous by far and, pre-
ferring to remain indoors, climbed all over lunch-tables to
command a view of the dining-room. As it turned out,
both parties were correct. For the high drama of the after-

